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judgment on a physician's business. In some places, the sur-
geon was also the local hangman.
The doctor's degree, then, was not a matter of adding two
letters to one's name. It conferred honors and status. Like the
ordination of a priest, it elevated its bearer high above the
crowd. When a doctor had been accredited by the faculty of
medicine, he became a member of the upper classes. He had
the right to ride on horseback, preceded by a valet, to wear a
fur hat and a red robe. He was eligible to marry "quality"
and his wife was exempt from the rules of modesty which gov-
erned the attire of burghers' wives. Admitted into the patrician
guilds, along with grain and wool merchants and bankers, he
was not supposed to associate with surgeons, to say nothing of
doing their work. Surgeons had their own lesser guild.
Paracelsus' attack on the schools threatened to tear down the
guild barriers. The doctors, therefore, did not ask themselves:
Is Paracelsus right? Their reaction was: How can anyone be
right who is not a doctor? Behind the authority of Galen and
Avicenna, the privileged guild of learned doctors shut itself off
from the new fountains of experience and knowledge. Of ne-
cessity, whosoever found fault with the school doctrines faced
class prejudice and interest.
It is curious to note how this attitude has been taken over
by modern Paracelsus worshippers. Proud to proclaim his genius,
they nevertheless take pains to prove that their master was not
an outsider.16 The priests of the Paracelsus cult have their
revolution behind them. The title of doctor, they think, would
make their hero as respectable as they are themselves.17 They
choose to represent him as a fairy prince who temporarily as-
sumed the shape of a frog. It embarrasses them to admit that
his manners were rough and his rags not borrowed for show
but the real rags of a real beggar.
The new prince of the medical monarchy, Paracelsus' own